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WHEN THE WORLD GOES HOME 

BY HENRY BELLAMANN 

The sky remembers when a bkd has passed 
And little wing-shaped waves forever flow 
Both east and west; as when the great sails go 
To Spain, the foam along their track is cast 
On shores most far away. Then when at last 
The world, like bird, like ship, goes home, and slow 
Tides sink, will rest above the air, below 
The sea, a wave of wing, of sail-bent mast. 

And shall I think your last frail breath can be 
More frail, more lost than these by air and sea? 
I wait to hear your last unfinished ^words 
There at the haven of immortal birds. 
There at the harbor of immortal ships. 
Your quick warm breatk again upon my lips. 



WINTER BURIAL 

Earth, will you be kind to her? 
I give her back . . . 

Will your clumsy rocks and clay 
Break her sUk and pearl and ivory 
To trash? . . . 

. . . or shall I see a Uttle creeping flush 
of first flowers along that slope 
next Spring? 



